FIVE EPIGRAMS

ii

THE enemy of life, decayer of all kind,
That with his cold withers away the green,
This other night me in my bed did find
And offered me to rid my fever clean.
And I did grant, so did despair me blind.
He drew his bow with arrow sharp and keen
And strake the place where love had hit before,
And drave the first dart deeper more and more.

in

THE fruit of all the service that I serve

Despair doth reap, such hapless hap have I.

But though he have no power to make me swerve,

Yet, by the fire, for cold I feel I die,

Tn paradise, for hunger still I sterve;

And, in the flood, for thirst to death I dry.

So Tantalus am I, and in worse pain

Amids my help, and helpless doth remain.

IV

LUX my fair falcon, and your fellows all,
How well pleasant it were, your liberty I
Ye not forsake me that fair might ye befall;
But they that sometime liked my company,
Like lie*; away from dead bodies they crawL
Lo, what a proof m light adversity 1
But ye my birds, I swear by all your bells,
Ye be my friends, so be but few else.

[WRITTEN IN PRISON]

SIGHS are my food, drink are my tears;
Clinking of fetters such music would crave;
Stink and close air away my life wears;
Innocency is all the hope I have.
Rain, wind or weather I judge by mine ears.
Malice assaulted that righteousness should liave.
Sure I am, Brian, this wound shall heal again,
But yet, alas, the scar shall still remain.